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tions, which were clearly suggested. This change was. to 

be organised by the workpeople; not only of the manual 

workers, but of all those who rendered useful social service 

to their fellows, whether manual, technical or professional. 

In addition, it meant a complete alteration in the very 

basis of modern society, and implied quite a new alignment 

and outlook on industrial, social and political affairs. 

Foreword. Labour, both of hand and brain, was to he not only the 

foundation of social life, but the organiser and administrator 

= of wealth, in co-operation with their fellows in all parts of 
the world. 


Tt is now nearly half a century since this ringing appeal _ The immoral legal power to exploit those who work, 
was penned by one of the most remarkable men that ever without giving any return, would be made impossible by the 
feds workers socialising the means of life, and no longer paying 
‘At that time, Socialism stood for a fundamental change : tribute to those who at present own these. This, in short, 
a direct and complete reorganisation of industry and social is the statement of a few first principles which were indis- 
life by the workpeople themselves, irrespective of nationality, pensable to the realisation of Socialism as understood by 
race, creed, or colour. It had not yet degenerated into Kropotkin. He by no means thought merely of another 
merely an electioncering political party, striving, like all political party, forming once more one of the old national 
other political parties, for a Parliamentary majority, with a territorial governments, and leaving the workpeople in their 
view to forming the national Government, as is now the age-long position of underlings to the privileged cla 
case in a number of Western European countries. This was a clever piece of usurpation of the word Socialism 
To-day the word Socialist has mostly come to mean by faithless politicians. i a y : 
simply a member or supporter of this particular party ; which _ bE An Appeal to the Young ” is read with this clearly 
at times joins hand with: other political parties or, if strong in mind, the conception of Socialism which will emerge 1s 
enough, forms a Government to try and ‘deal with the diffi certain to be very different to that conveyed by any political 
culties created by the present unjust, social and industrial party. It will picture a really free society of equals, in 
system. In fact, it merely tries to mitigate the worst evils which men and women co-operate to ether to carry on all 
GF capitalism, and to reconcile the inherent antagonism 3 phases of social and industrial life of a world-wide character, 
between employers and workpeople; the exploiters and the ‘ithont wanting to be prompted by profit-making, or domi- 


exploited ! nated by any ruling class. 
In this country it is known as the Labour Party, being 
largely supported and financed by the Trade Unions, who 
hope to secure through it labour legislation of a beneficial 
character. For the most part, the workers in these organi- 
-stations-have-not yet-devolopedthe-idea-of economic.and 
sations have not yet developed the idea of economic and 
industrial independence. They do not want to shoulder the 
responsibility of carrying on! industry in the interest of all. 
The capitalists are to take the risks by way of private enter- d 
prise, prompted by the hope of profit; the workers only 
asking for protective legislation of various kinds to regulate 
the resulting chaos and misery. They have not yet realised. 
that the real function of every political government is to 
Secure to the privileged classes the plunder gained by 
ploiting labour. 
It is, therefore, very essential the reader should know 
that when Kropotkin used the word “ Socialism,” he meant 
it in its original sense of a fundamental change of social 
wad industrial life, carrying with it entirely new political 3 
institutions, suited to the completely changed organic condi- 


An Appeal to the Young. 


By PETER KROPOTKIN. 


Itis to the young that I wish to address myself to-day. 
Let the old—I mean, of course, the old in heart and mind— 
lay the pamphlet down therefore without tiring their eyes in 
reading what will tell them nothing. 

I assume that you are about eighteen or twenty years 

of age; that you have finished your apprenticeship or your 
studies; that you are just entering on life. I take it for 
granted that you have a mind free from the superstition 
which your teachers have sought to force upon you. .-- - 
I assume that you have a warm heart, and for this reason 
I talk to you. 
A first question, I know, occurs to you—you have often 
asked yourself —“ What am I going to be?” In fact, when 
a man is young he understands that after having studied a 
trade or a science for several years—at the cost of society, 
mark—he has not done this in order that he should make 
use of his acquirements as instruments of plunder for his 
own gain, and he must be depraved indeed who has not 
dreamed that one day he would apply his intelligence, his 
abilities, his knowledge to help on the enfranchisement of 
those who to-day grovel in misery and in ignorance. 

You are one of those who has had such a vision, are you 
not? Very well, let us see what you must do to make your 
dream a reality. 

I do not know in what rank you were born. Perhaps, 
favoured by fortune, you have turned your attention to the 
study of science; you are to be a doctor, a barrister, a man 
of letters, or a scientific man; a wide field opens up before 
you; you enter upon life with extensive knowledge, with a 
trained intelligence. Or, on the other hand, you are, per- 
haps, only an honest artisan whose knowledge of science is 
limited by the little that you have learned at school; but you 
have had the advantage of learning at first hand what a life 
of exhausting toil is the lot of the worker of our time. 

I stop at the first supposition, to return afterwards to 
the second; I assume, then, that you have received a 
scientific education. Let us suppose you intend to be—a 
doctor. 

To-morrow a man will come to fetch you to see a sick 
woman, He will lead you into one of those alleys where 
you climb, two, three, four, five flights of filthy stairs, and 
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in a dark, cold room you find the sick woman, lying on a 
pallet covered with rags. Pale children, shivering under 
their scanty garments, gaze at you with their big eyes wide 
open. The husband has worked all his life at no matter 
what; now he has been out of work for months. To be out 
of employ is not rare in his trade; it happens every year, 
periodically. But, formerly, when he was out of work his 
wife went out as a charwoman—perhaps to wash your shirts ; 
now she has been bedridden for two months, and misery 
glares upon the family in all its squalid hideousness. 

What will you prescribe for the sick woman, doctor? 
You who have seen at a glance that the cause of her illness 
is general aneemia—want of good food, lack of fresh air— 
say, a good beef-steak every day? A little exercise in the 
country? A dry and well-ventilated bedroom? What irony ! 
If she could have afforded it this would have been done long 
since without waiting for your advice ! 

What will you say to all these sick people? Recom- 
mend them generous diet, change of air, less exhausting 
toil. You only wish you could, but you daren’t, and you 
go out brokenhearted. 

The next day, as you still brood over the fate of the 
dwellers in this dog-hutch, your partner tells you that yester- 
day a footman came to fetch him, this time in a carriage. 
Tt was for the owner of a fine house, for a lady worn out 
with sleepless nights, who devoted all her life to dressing, 
visits, balls, and squabbles with a stupid husband. Your 
friend has prescribed for her a less preposterous habit of life, 
a less heating diet, walks in the fresh air, an even tempera- 
ment, and, in order to make up in some measure for the 
want of useful work, a little gymnastic exercise in her bed- 
room. 

The one is dying because she has never had enough 
food nor enough rest in her whole life; the other pines 
because she has never known what work is since she was 
born. 

If you are one of those miserable natures who adapt 
themselves to anything, then you will gradually become used 
to these contrasts, and the nature of the beast favouring 
your endeavours, your sole idea will be to lift yourself into 
the ranks of the pleasure-seekers, so that you may never 
again find yourself among the wretched. But if you are a 
Man, if every sentiment is translated in your case into an 
action of the will, if, in you, the beast has not crushed the 
intelligent being, then you will return home one day saying 
to yourself, “ No, it is unjust; this must not go on any 
longer. It is not enough to cure diseases : we must prevent 
them. A little good living and intellectual development 


would score off our lists half the patients and half the 
diseases. Throw physic to the dogs! Air, good diet, less 
crushing toil—that is how we must begin. Without this, 
the profession of a doctor is trickery and humbug.” 

That very day you will understand Socialism. You will 
wish to know it thoroughly, and if altruism is not a word 
devoid of significance for you, if you apply to the study of the 
social question the rigid induction of the natural philosopher, 
you will end by finding yourself in our ranks, and you will 
work, as we work, to bring about the Social Revolution. 


But perhaps you will say, ‘‘ Mere practical business may 
go to the devil! I will devote myself to pure science ; I will 
be an astronomer, a physiologist, a chemist. Such work as 
that always bears fruit, if only for future generations.’ 

Let us first try to understand what you seek in devoting 
yourself to science. Is it only the pleasure—doubtless 
immense—which we derive from the study of Nature and 
the exercise of our intellectual faculties? In that case I ask 
you in what respect does the philosopher, who pursues 
Science in order that he may pass life pleasantly to himself, 
differ from that drunkard there, who only seeks the imme- 
diate gratification that gin affords him? The. philosopher 
has, past all question, chosen his enjoyment more wi: 
Since it affords him a pleasure far deeper and more lasti 
than that of the toper. But that is all! Both one and the 
other have the same selfish end in view, personal gratifi- 
cation. 

But no, you have no wish to lead this selfish life. By 
working at science you mean to work for humanity, and 
that is the idea which will guide you in your investigations. 

A charming illusion! Which of us have not hugged it 
for a moment when giving himself up for the first time to 
science? 

More than a century has passed since science laid down 
sound propositions as to the origin of the universe, but how 
many have mastered them or possess the really scientific 
spirit of criticism? A few thousand at the outside, who are 
lost in the midst of hundreds of millions still steeped in pre- 
judices and superstitions worthy of savages, who are conse- 
quently ever ready to serve as puppets for religious 
impostors. 

Or, to go a step further, let us glance at what science 
has done to establish rational foundations for physical and 
moral health. Science tells us how we ought to live in order 
to preservs the health of our own bodies, how to maintain 
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in good conditions of existence the crowded masses of our 
population. But does not all the vast amount of work done 
in these two directions remain a dead letter in our books? 
We know it does. And why? Because science to-day exists 
only for a handful of privileged persons, because social in- 
equality which divides society into two classes—the wage- 
slaves and the grabbers of capital—renders all its teachings 
as to the conditions of a rational existence only the bitterest 
irony to nine-tenths of mankind. 

It is now no longer a question of accumulating scientific 
truths and discoveries. We need above everything to spread 
the truths already mastered by science, to make them part 
of our daily life, to render them common property. We 
have to order things so that all, so that the mass of man- 
kind, may be capable of understanding and applying them; 
we have to make science no longer a luxury but the founda- 
tion of every man’s life. This is what justice demands. 

I go farther: I say that the interests of science itself 
lie in the same direction. Science only makes real progress 
when a new truth finds a soil already prepared to receive it. 
The theory of the mechanical origin of heat, though enun- 
ciated in the last century in the same terms that Hirn and 
Clausius formulate it to-day, remained for eighty years 
buried in the academical records until such time as know- 
ledge of physics had spread widely enough to create a public 
capable of accepting it. Three generations had to go by 
before the ideas of Erasmus Darwin on the variation of 
species could be favourably received from his grandson and 
admitted by academical philosophers, and not without pres- 
sure from public opinion even then. The philosopher, like 
the post or artist, is always the product of the society in 
which he moves and teaches. 

But, if you are imbued with these ideas, you will under- 
stand that if is, above all, important to bring about a radical 
change in this state of affairs. You will set to work to find 
out the means to-effect this transformation, and if you bring 
to your investigations the impartiality which has guided you 
in your scientific researches you will of necessity adopt the 
cause of Socialism; you will make an end of sophisms and 
you will come amongst us. Weary of working to produce 
pleasures for this small group, which already has a large 
share in them, you will place your information and devotion. 
at the service of the oppressed. 

And be sure that, the feeling of duty accomplished and 
of a real accord established between your sentiments and 
your actions, you will then find powers in yourself of whose 
existence you never even dreamed. ‘When, too, one day, 
the change for which you are working shall have been 
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brought about, deriving new forces from collective scientific 
work, and from the powerful help of armies of labourers 
who will come to place their energies at its service, science 
will take a new bound forward, in comparison with which 
the slow progress of to-day will appear the simple exercises 
of tyros. 

Then you will enjoy science; that pleasure will be a 
pleasure for all. 


If you have finished reading law and are about to be 
called to the Bar, perhaps you too have some illusions as 
to your future activity—1 assume that you are one of the 
nobler spirits, that you know what altruism means. Perhaps 
you think, “ To devote my life to an unceasing and vigorous 
struggle against all injustice! To apply my whole faculties 
to bringing about the triumph of law, the public expression 
of supreme justice—can any career be nobler?” You begin 
the real work of life confident in yourself and in the pro- 
fession you have chosen. 


Very well; let us turn to any page of the Law Reports 
and see what actual life will tell you. 


Here we have a rich landowner; he demands the evic- 
tion of a cottier tenant who has not paid his rent. From a 
legal point of view the case is beyond dispute; since the 
poor farmer can’t pay, out he must go. But if we look into 
the facts we shall learn something like this. The landiord 
has squandered his rents persistently in rollicking pleasure : 
the tenant has worked hard all day and every day. The 
landlord has done nothing to improve his estate. Neverthe- 
less, its value has trebled in fifty years owing to the rise in 
price of land due to the construction of a railway, to the 
making of new high roads, to the draining of a marsh, to 
the enclosure and cultivation of waste lands. But the tenant 
who has contributed largely towards this increase has ruined 
himself; he fell into the hands of usurers, and, head over 
ears in debt, he can no longer pay the landlord. The law, 
always on the side of property, is quite clear : the landlord 
is in the right. But you, whose feeling of justice has not 
yet been stifled by legal fictions, what will you do? Will 
you contend that the farmer ought to be turned out upon 
the high road?—for that is what the law ordains—or will 
you urge that the landlord should pay back to the farmer 
the whole of the increase of value in his property which is 
due to the farmer’s labour—this is what equity decrees. 
Which side will you take? For the law and against justice, 
or for justice, and against the law? g 
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Or when workmen have gone out on strike against a 
> s and children fade away before their) 
master without notice, which side will you take then? The 
side of the law, that is to say, the part of the master who, 
taking advantage of a period of crisis, has made outrageous 
rofits? or against the law, but on the side of the workers 
eyes? Will you stand up for that piece of chicanery which 
consists in affirming “‘ freedom of contract ”? Or will you 
uphold equity, according to which a contract entered into 
between a man who has dined well and the man who sells his 
labour for bare subsistence, between the strong and the 
weak, is not a contract at all? 

Take another case. Here in London a man was loiter- 
ing near a butcher’s shop. He stole a beefsteak and ran 
off with it. Arrested and questioned, it turns out that he 
is an artisan out of work, and that he and his family have 
had nothing to eat for four days. The butcher is asked to 
let the man off, but he is all for the triumph of justice? 
He prosecutes, and the man is sentenced to imprisonment. 
Does not your conscience revolt against the law and against 
society when you hear similar judgments pronounced every 
day? 

Or, again, will you call for the enforcement of the law 
against this man who, badly brought up and ill-used from 
his childhood, has arrived at man’s estate without having 
heard one sympathetic word, and completes his career by 
murdering his neighbour in order to rob him of a shilling? 
Will you demand his execution, or—worse still—that he 
should be imprisoned for twenty years, when you know 
very well that he is rather a madman than a criminal, and, 
in any case, that his crime is the fault of our entire society? 


Will you claim that these weavers should be thrown into 
prison who in a moment of desperation have set fire to a 
mill; that this man who shot at a crowned murderer should 
be imprisoned for life; that these insurgents should be shot 
down who plant the flag of the future on the barricades? 
No, a thousand times no! 


If you reason instead of repeating what is taught you; 
if you analyse the law and strip off those cloudy fictions with 
which it has been draped in order to conceal its real origin, 
which is the right of the stronger, and its substance, which 
has ever been the consecration of all the tyrannies handed 
down to mankind through its long and bloody history; 
when you have comprehended this, your contempt for the 
law will be profound indeed. You will understand that to 
remain the servant of the written law is to place yourself 
every day in opposition to the law of conscience, and to make 
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a bargain on the wrong side; and, since this struggle cannot 
go on for ever, you will either silence your conscience and 
become a scoundrel, or you will break with tradition, and 
you will work with us for the utter destruction of all this 
injustice, economical, social, and political. 

But then you will be a Libertarian Socialist, you will 
be a Reyolutionist. 


And you, young engineer, you who dream of improving 
the lot of the workers by the application of science to indus- 
try,—what a sad disappointment, what terrible disillusions 
await you! You devote the useful energy of your mind to 
working out the schemes of a railway which will bind 
together two countries which Nature has separated. But, 
once at work, you see whole regiments of workers decimated 
by privation and sickness; you sce others of them returning 
home carrying with them maybe a few pence and the 
undoubted seeds of consumption; and, when the railroad is 
finished, you see, lastly, that it becomes the highway for the 
artillery of an invading army... . 

You have given up the prime of your youth to perfect 
an invention which will facilitate production, and, after many 
experiments, many sleepless nights, you are at length master 
of this valuable discovery. You make use of it, and the 
result surpasses your expectations. Ten, twenty thousand 
“ hands ” are thrown out upon the streets! Those who 
remain, most of them children, will be reduced to mere 
machines! Three, four, ten masters will make their for- 
tunes and will drink deep on, the strength of it. . . . Is this 
your dream? 

Finally, you study recent industrial advances, and you 
see that the sempstress has gained nothing, absolutely 
nothing, by the invention of the sewing machine; that the 
labourer in the St. Gothard tunnel dies of ankylostoma, not- 
withstanding diamond drills; that the mason and the day 
labourer are out of work just as before at the foot of the 
Giffard lifts. If you discuss social problems with the same 
independence of spirit which has guided you in your mech- 
anical investigations, you necessarily come to the conclusion 
that under the domination of private property and wage- 
slavery, every invention, instead of increasing the well-being 
of the worker, often makes his slavery heavier, his labour 
more degrading, the periods of slack work more frequent, 
the crisis sharper, and that the man who already has every 
conceivable pleasure for himself is the one who profits by it. 

_What will you do when you have once come to this con- 
clusion? Either you will begin by silencing your conscience 
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by sophisms; then one fine day you will bid farewell to the 
honest dreams of your youth and you will try to obtain, for 
yourself, what commands pleasure and enjoyment—you will 
then go over to the camp of the exploiters. Or if you have 
a tender heart, you will say to yourself: “ No, this is not 
the time for inventions. Let us work first to transform the 
domain of production. When each new advance in industry 
will be made for the benefit of all mankind; and this mass 
of workers, mere machines as they are to-day, will become 
thinking beings who apply to industry their intelligence, 
strengthened by study and skilled in manual labour ; mech- 
anical progress will take a bound forward which will carry 
out in fifty years what nowadays we cannot even dream of.” 


And what shall I say to the schoolmaster—not to the 
man who looks upon his profession as a wearisome business, 
but to him who, when surrounded by a joyous band of young 
pickles, feels exhilarated by their cheery looks and in the 
midst of their happy laughter, to him who tries to plant in 
their little heads those ideas of humanity which he cherished 
himself when he was young? 

Often I see that you are sad, and I know what it is that 
makes you knit your brows. This very day your favourite 
pupil, who is not very well up in Latin it is true, but who 
has none the less an excellent heart, recited the story of 
William Tell with so much vigour! His eyes sparkled; he 
seemed to wish to stab all tyrants there and then! he gave 
with such fire the passionate lines of Schiller— _ 

Before the slave when he breaks his chain, 
Before the free man tremble not. j 

But when he returned home, his mother, his father, his 
uncle, sharply rebuked him for want of respect to the minis- 
ter or the rural policeman; they held forth to him by the 
hour on “ prudence, respect for authority, submission to his 
betters,” till he put Schiller aside in order to read ‘‘ Self 
Help a still brood over it! Then I foresee that in two 
years at the outside, after having suffered disappointment 
after disappointment, you will lay your favourite authors on 
the shelf, and you will end by saying that Tell was no doubt 
a very Lonest fellow, but, after all, a trifle cracked; that 
poetry is a first-rate thing for the fireside, especially when a 
man has been teaching the rule-of-three all day long, but 
still poets are always in the clouds, and their views have 
nothing to do with the life of to-day, nor with the next visit 


of the Inspector of Schools. - - - 
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Or, on the other hand, the dreams of your youth will 
become the firm convictions of your mature age. You will 
wish to have wide, human education for all, in school and 
out of school; and, seeing that this is impossible in existing 
conditions, you will attack the very foundations of existing 
society. Then you will come among us and be of you 
will tell men of riper years, but of smaller attainments than 
yourself, how enticing knowledge is, what mankind ought 
to be, nay, what we could be. You will come and work 
with Libertarian Socialists for the complete transformation 
of the existing system, will strive side by side with us to 
attain true equality, real fraternity, never-ending liberty for 
the world. 


Lastly, you young artist, sculptor, painter, poet, musi- 
cian, do you not observe that the sacred fire which inspired 
your predecessors is wanting in the men of to-day? that 
art is commonplace and mediocrity reigns supreme? 

Could it be otherwise? The delight of having re- 
discovered the ancient world, of having bathed afresh in the 
springs of Nature which created the masterpieces of the 
Renaissance, no longer exists for the art of our time; the 
revolutionary ideal has left it cold until now, and, failing 
an ideal, our art fancies that it has found one in realism 
when it painfully photographs in colours the dewdrops on 
the leaf of a plant, imitates the muscles in the leg of a cow, 
or describes minutely in prose and in verse the suffocating 
filth of a sewer, the boudoir of a prostitute of high degree. 

“ But, if this is so, what is to be done?”’ you say. If, 
I reply, the sacred fire that you say you possess is nothing 
better than a smouldering wick, then you will go on doing 
as you have done. 

But, if your heart really beats in unison with that of 
humanity, if like a true poet you have an ear for Life, 
then, gazing out upon this sea of sorrow whose tide sweeps 
up around, you cannot remain neutral: you will come and 
take the side of the oppressed because you know that the 
beautiful, the sublime, the spirit of life itself, are on the 
side of those who fight for light, for humanity, for justice! 

You stop me at last! 

“ What the devil !"? you say. ‘‘ But if abstract, science 
is a luxury and practice of medicine mere chicane; if law 
spells injustice, and mechanical invention is but a means of 
robbery; if the school at variance with the wisdom of the 
‘ practical man,’ is sure to be overcome, and art without 
the revolutionary idea can only degenerate, what remains 
for me to do?” 


Well, I will tell you. 

A vast and most enthralling task; a work in which 
your actions will be in complete harmony with your con- 
science, an undertaking capable of rousing the noblest and 
most vigorous nature 

What work? I will now tell you. 

It rests with you either to palter continually with your 
conscience, and in the end to say one fine day, “ Perish 
humanity, provided I can have plenty of pleasures and 
enjoy them to the full, so long as the people are foolish 
enough to let me.” Or, once more the inevitable alter- 
native, to take part with the Libertarian Socialists and work 
with them for the complete transformation of society. Such 
is the irrefragable consequence of the analysis we have 
gone through. That is the logical conclusion which every 
intelligent man must perforce arrive at. 

This conclusion once arrived at, the question, ““ What 
js to be done?” is naturally put. 

The answer is easy. 

Leave this environment in which you are placed and 
where it is the fashion to say that the people are nothing 
but a lot of brutes; come among these people—and the 
answer will come of itself. 

You will see that everwhere, in England as well as in 
France, in Germany as well as in Italy, in Russia as well 
as in the United States, everywhere where there is a privi- 
leged and an oppressed class, there is a tremendous work 
going on in the midst of the working class, whose object 
S ko break down for ever the slavery enforced by the 
capitalist feudality and to lay the foundation of a society 
established on the basis of justice and equality. He labours 
with his fellow-toilers for his enfranchisement, with the 
knowledge of what he is doing and against every obstacle 
put in his way. IF., Ng 

His thoughts are constantly exercised in considering 
what should be done in order that life, instead of being a 
Vese for three-fourths of mankind, may be a real enjoyment 
for all, He takes up the hardest problems of sociology and 
tries to solve them by his good sense, his spirit of observa- 
tion, his hard experience. In order to come to an under- 
standing with others as miserable as himself, he seeks to 
form groups, to organise. He forms societies, maintained 
with difficulty by small contributions ; he tries to make 
terms with his fellows beyond the frontier; and he prepares 
the days when wars between peoples shall be impossible far 
better than the frothy philanthropists who now potter with 
the fad of universal peace. Inporder to know what his 
brothers are doing, to have a closer connection with them, 
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to elaborate his ideas and pass them round, he maintains— 
but at the price of what privations, what ceaseless efforts ! 
—his working press, At length, when the hour has come, 
he rises, and reddening the pavements and the barricades 
with his blood, he bounds forward to conquer those liber- 
ties which the rich and powerful will afterwards know how 
to corrupt and to turn against him again. 


What an unending series of efforts! What an inces- 
sant struggle! What toil perpetually begun afresh; some- 
times to fill up the gaps occasioned by desertion—the result 
of weariness, corruption, prosecutions; sometimes to rally 
the broken forces decimated by fusillades and cold-blooded 
butchery; at another time to recommence the studies sternly 
broken off by wholesale slaughter. 


The newspapers are set on foot by men who have been 
obliged to force from society scraps of knowledge by depriv- 
ing themselves of sleep and food; the agitation 1s kept up 
by halfpence deducted from the amount needed to get the 
barest necessities of life, and all this under the constant 
dread of seeing his family reduced to the most fearful 
misery, as soon as the master learns that *“ his workman, 
his slave, is tainted with Socialism.” 


This is what you will see if you go among the people. 


And in this endless struggle how often has not the toiler 
vainly asked as he stumbled under the weight of his burden: 


“ Where, then, are these young people who have been 
taught at our expense? These youths whom we fed and 
clothed while they studied? Where are those for whom, our 
backs bent double beneath our burdens and our bellies 
empty, we have built these houses, these colleges, these 
lecture rooms, these museums? Where are the men for 
whose benefit we, with our pale, worn faces, have printed 
these fine books, most of which we cannot even read? 
Where are they, these professors who claim to possess the 
science of mankind, and, for whom humanity itself is not 
worth a rare caterpillar? Where are the men who are ever 
speaking in praise of Liberty, and never think to champion 
our freedom, trampled as it is each day beneath their feet? 
Where are they, these writers and poets, these painters and 
sculptors? Where in a word is the whole gang of hypo- 
crites who speak of the People with tears in their eyes, but 


who never, by any chance, find themselves among us helping- 


us in our laborious work?” 


Where are they, indeed? 
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Why, some are taking their ease with the most 
cowardly indifference; others, the majority, despise the 
‘‘ dirty mob,” and are ready to pounce upon them if they 
dare touch one of their privileges. 


Now and then, it is true, a young man comes among 
us who dreams of drums and barricades, and seeks sensa- 
tional scenes; but he deserts the cause of the people as 
soon as he perceives that the road to the barricade is long, 
that the work is heavy, and that the crowns of laurels to 
be won in this campaign are intermingled with thorns. 
Generally these are ambitious schemers out of work who, 
having failed in their first efforts, try in this way to cajole 
people out of their votes, but who a little later will be the 
first to denounce them when the people wish to apply the 
principles which they themselves have professed; perhaps 
will even be ready to turn artillery and gatlings upon them 
if they dare to move before they, the head of the move- 
ment, give the signal. 


Add mean insult, haughty contempt, cowardly calumny 
from the great majority, and you know what the people 
may expect nowadays from most of the youth of the upper 
and middle classes in the way of help towards the social 
revolution. 


But then you ask, ‘* What shall we do?” When there 
is everything to be done! 


What shall we do? Listen. 


You lovers of pure science, if you are imbued with the 
principles of Socialism, if you have understood the real 
meaning of the revolution which is even now knocking at 
the door, don’t you see that all science has to be recast in 
order to place it in harmony with the new principles; 
that it is your business to accomplish in this field a 
revolution far greater than that which was accomplished 
in every branch of science during the eighteenth cen- 
tury? Don’t you understand that history—which to- 
day is an old wife’s tale about great kings, great 
statesmen and great parliaments—that history itself has 
to be written from the point of view of the people, from 
the point of view of work done by the masses in the long 
evolution of mankind? That social economy—which to-day 
is merely the sanctification of capitalist robbery—has to be 
worked ‘out afresh in its fundamental principles as well as 
in its innumerable applications? That anthropology, 
sociology, ethics, must be completely recast, and that the 
very natural sciences themselves, regarded from another 
point of view, must undergo a profound modification, alike 
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in regard to the conception of natural phenomena and with 
respect to the method of expos ion? 

Very well, then. Set to work! Place your abilities at 
the command of the good cause. 

You, doctors, who have learnt Socialism by a bitter 
experience, never weary of telling us to-day, to-morrow, in 
season and out of season, that humanity itself hurries 
onward to decay if men remain in the present conditions of 
existence and work; that all your medicaments must be 
powerless against disease while the majority of mankind 
vegetate in conditions absolutely contrary to those which 
science tells us are healthful; convince the people that it 
is the causes of disease which must be uprooted, and show 
us all what is necessary to remove them. 

Come with your scalpel and dissect for us with an un- 
erring hand this society of ours hastening to putrefaction. 
Tell us what a rational existence should and might be. 
Insist, as true surgeons, that a gangrenous limb must be 
amputated when it may poison the whole body. 

You, who have worked at the application of science to 
industry, come and tell us frankly what has been the out- 
come of your discoveries. Convince those who dare not 
march boldly towards the future what new inventions the 
knowledge we have already acquired carries in its womb, 
what industry could do under better conditions, what man 
might easily produce if he produced always with a view to 
enhance his own production. 

You poets, painters, sculptors, musicians, if you under- 
stand your true mission and the very interests of art itself, 
come with us. Place your pen, your pencil, your chisel, your 
ideas at the service of the revolution. Figure forth to us, 
in your eloquent style, or your impressive pictures, the heroic 
struggles of the people against their oppressors; fire the 
hearts of our youth with that glorious revolutionary enthu 
asm which inflamed the souls of our ancestors; tell women 
what a noble career is that of a husband who devotes his life 
to the great cause of social emancipation; show the people 
how hideous is their actual life, and place your hand on the 
causes of its ugliness; tell us what a rational life would be 
if it did not encounter at every step the follies and the 
ignominies of our present social order. 

Lastly, all of you who possess knowledge, talent, 
capacity, industry, if you have a spark of sympathy in your 
nature, come, you and your companions, come and place 

sour services at the disposal of those who most need them. 
‘And remember, if you do come, that you come not as 
masters, but as comrades in the struggle; that you come not 
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youth of ea pple the Eee Ee iene 
y ople. y events compels 
you to become Socialists, however little you may have the 
courage to reason and to act. i 

To rise from the ranks of the working people, and not 
devote oneself to bringing about the triumph of Socialism, 
is to misconceive the real interests at stake, to give up the 
cause and the true historic mission. 

Do you remember the time, when still a mere lad, you 
went down one winter’s day to play? The cold nipped 
your shoulders through your thin clothes, and the mud 
worked into your worn-out shoes. Even then, when you 
saw chubby children richly clad pass in the distance, look- 
ing at you with an air of contempt, you knew right well 
that these imps, dressed up to the nines, were not the equals 
of yourselfand your comrades, either in intelligence, common 
sense, or energy. But, later, when you were forced to shut 
yourself up in a factory, to remain hours on end close to a 
whirling machine, and, a machine yourself, were forced to 
follow day after day the whole years in succession its move- 
ments with relentless throbbing—during all this time they. 
the others, were going quietly to be taught at fine schools, 
at academies, at the universities. And now these same 
children, less intelligent, but better taught than you, have 
become your masters, are enjoying all the pleasures of life 


and all the advantages of civilisation. And you? What 
sort of lot awaits you? 

You return to little, dark, damp lodgings where human 
beings pig together within a few square feet; where your 
mother, sick of life, is aged by care rather than years ; to dis- 
tract your thoughts you have ever the same never-ending 
question, ‘‘ How shall I be able to pay the baker to-morrow, 
and the landlord the day after? ” 

What! must you drag on the same weary existence as 
your father and mother for thirty and forty years? Must 
you toil your life long to procure for others all the pleasures 
of well-being, of knowledge, of art, and keep for yourself 
only the eternal anxiety as to whether you can get a bit of 
bread? Will you for ever give up ali that makes life so 
beautiful to devote yourself to providing every luxury for a 
handful of idler: Will you wear yourself out with toil and 
have in return only trouble, if not misery, when hard times 
—the fearful hard times—come upon you? Is this what 
you long for in life? 

Perhaps you will give up. Seeing no way out of your 
condition whatever, maybe you say to yourself, ‘‘ Whole 
generations have undergone the same lot, and I, who can 
alter nothing in the matter, I must submit also. Let us 
work on then and endeavour to live as well as we can! ” 

Very well. In that case life itself will take pains to 
enlighten you. 

One day a crisis comes, one of those crises which are 
no longer mere passing phenomena, as they were a while 
ago, but a crisis which destroys a whole industry, which 
plunges thousands of workers into misery, which crushes 
whole familie: You struggle like the rest against the 
calamity. But you will soon see how your wife, your child, 
your friend, little by little succumb to privations, fade away 
‘under your very eyes; while the life of the rich sweeps past 
in joyous crowds through the streets of the great city, 
gleaming in the sunlight—utterly careless and indifferent to 
the dying cries of those who perish. 

Then you will understand how utterly revolting this 
society is; you will reflect upon the causes of this crisis, and 
your examination will go to the very depths of this abomina- 
tion which puts millions of human beings at the mercy of 
the brutal greed of a handful of useless triflers; then 
you will understand that Socialists are right when they say 
that our present society can be, that it must be, reorganised 
from top to bottom. è 

To pass from general crises to your particular case. 
One day when your master tries by a new reduction of 
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wages to squeeze out of you a few more pence in order to 
increase his fortune still further you will protest. Then you 
will understand that your master not only tries to shear 
you like a sheep, but that he looks upon you as an inferior 
nd of animal altogether; that not content with holding 
you in his relentless grip by means of the wage-system, he 
is further anxious to make you a slave in every respect. 
Then you will either bow down before him, you will give 
up the feeling of human dignity, and you will end by 
suffering every possible humiliation. Or the blood will rush 
to your head; you will shudder at the hideous slope on 
which you are slipping down; you will retort, and, turned 
out workless on the street, you will understand how right 


“Socialists are when they say, “ Revolt! rise against this 


economical slavery ! ” Then you will come and take your 
place in the ranks of the Socialists, and you will work with 
them for the complete destruction of all slavery—economical., 
social, and political. i 5 
K Some day again you will learn the story of that charm- 
ing young girl whose brisk gait, frank manners, and cheer- 
ful conversation you so lovingly admired. /After having 
struggled for years and years against misery, she left her 
native village for the metropolis. There she Knew right well 
that the struggle for existence must be hard, but she hoped 
at least to be able to gain her living honestly. Well, now 
you know what has been her fate. Courted by the son of 

me capitalist, she allowed herself to be enticed by his fine 
words; she gave herself up to him with all the passion of 
youth, only to see herself abandoned with a baby in her 
arms. Ever courageous, she never ceased to struggle on; 
but she broke down in this unequal strife against cold and 
hunger, and she ended her days in one of the hospitals, no 
one knows which. . . . 


What will you do? You will reflect upon the causes of 
these events which recur every day, and you will compre- 
hend that they will never cease so long as society is divided 
into two camps: on one side the wretched and on the other 
the lazy—the jugglers with fine phrases and bestial lusts. 
You will understand that it isthigh time to bridge over this 
gulf of separation, and you will rush to place yourself 
among the Socialists. 2 

And you, woman of the people, has this left you cold 
and unmoved? While caressing the pretty head of that 
child who nestles close to you, do you never think about the 
lot that awaits him if the present social conditions are not 
changed? Do you never reflect on the future awaiting your 
young sister, and all your own children? Do you wish 
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that your sons, they, too, should vegetate as your father 
vegetated, with no other care than how to get his daily 
bread? Do you want your husband, your lads, to be ever 
at the mercy of the first comer who has inherited from his 
father a capital to exploit them with? Are you anxious that 
they should remain slaves for a master, food for powder, 
mere dung wherewith tẹ manure the pasture-lands of the 
rich expropriator ? 

Way, never; a thousant] times no! I know right well | 
that your blood has boiled When you have heard that cP of = 


husbands, after they entered.Yen a strike: full of fire and 
determination, have ended by accepting, cap in hand, the" 
condition dictated by the bloated 


haughty contempt! I know that y 


rgeois in a tone of} 
have admired those 


Spanish women who, in a popular rising, presented their n 
breasts to the bayonets of the soldierŲ in the front ranks } 
of the insprrectionis I am certain that you mention with f 


revereneć the name of the woman who lodged a bullet in 
the chest of that ruffianly official who dared to outrage a 
Socialist prisoner in her cell. And I am confident that your 
heart beats faster when you read how the women of the 
people in Paris gathered under a rain of shells to encourage 
“ their men ” to heroic action. é} 
Every one of you, then, honest young folks, men and 
women, peasants, labourers, artisans and soldiers, you will 
understand what are your rights and you will come along 
with us; you will come in order to work with your brethren 4 
in the preparation of that Revolution which, sweeping away” 
every vestige of slavery, tearing the fetters asunder, break- 
ing with the old, worn-out traditions, and opening to all 
mankind a new and wider scope of joyous existence, shall 
at length establish true Liberty, real Equality, ungrudging 
Fraternity throughout human society; work with all, work E> 
for all—the full enjoyment of the fruits of their labour, the 3 
complete development of all their faculties: a rational, \ 
human and happy life ! 
Don’t let anyone tell us that we—but a small band— 
are too weak to attain unto the magnificent end at which we 
aim. 


Count and see how many of us there are who suffer this 
injustice. 

When we have but the will to do it, that very moment 
will Justice be done: that very instant the tyrants of the 
earth shall bite the dust. * 
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